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Once Upon a Midnight Dreary.. 


| creep up to the tower. He shouldn't be home tonight- the band is on tour. 

| slip through the door, tip-toeing through what was once home. 

| slink up the stairs towards the bedroom to gather my belongings. | haven't been here in so long. | wonder if 
they'll still be here. 

| walk into the bedroom, and flip on the light. 

Sitting at the foot of the bed, smoking a cigarette. He's here. He's not supposed to be here. 
"Did you miss me, princess?" he asks. 

"I-L." | try to speak, but | can't form any intelligent words. 

He stands up, and steps towards me, taking me in his arms. 

| slowly put my arms around him. 

| feel his hand grip tight around my forearm, hurting me. 


"You won't be running off this time, princess. This time I'll make sure of it" 


Red Sam 


| bet you wouldn't have left if you knew you'd be back in the same place, right?" a voice in my head speaks. 
| lay on the ground, the cement frigid against my bare back. 

"| don't want to be here." | think. 

"Of course not. But you are. | tried warning you." the voice replies. I've named the voice Cassie. | don't know 
why. But it suits her. 

"I want to be somewhere else" | say aloud. 


"No shit. You brought this on yourself!" Cassie yells back. 


Understanding 


He walks into the room, holding an opaque glass bottle. 

"Are you thirsty?" he asks, kneeling down about a foot away. 

| nod my head fervently. He pulls the cork out of the bottle, and sets it down. He slowly slides it towards me. 
I'm unsure of what's in the bottle, so | sniff the mouth. 

| get a whiff of a strong metallic scent, and realize its blood 

"W-why?!" | ask, gagging. 

He grips the bottle by the edge of the mouth with his fingertips, and turns it around. 

"LENORE" it says in big, blocky letters on the small white label. 

"How'd you get a bottle of my blood?" | ask in a whisper, terrified to know the answer. 

"Do you remember the last time you fell asleep here?" he asks. 


And | do. | remember it vividly. 


In a World of My Own 


| slowly drift, fading into a different place, from a aifferent time. 

l'm sitting in a field of daisies, the wind blowing my blonde hair into my eyes. 

| feel like I've seen this place before, as though every long lost dream from my childhood was crafted here, by 
the hands of insanity and flown on a puffy white cloud to my mind. 

| suddenly remember that I've heard of this place. Alice in Wonderland spent her morning here, chastising her 
sister for not indulging in books with pictures. 

"Funny" | thought "that the world Alice wants to get away from is a world I'd much like to stay in" 

Then, a sudden jolt bounces up my spine, reaching my neck and jerking my head back. 

| feel as though l'm falling. 

| snap back into reality, where my broken body lays naked on the cold floor of the tower's basement. 

| am burning. My body feels as though | am engulfed in flames. 

And | scream. My throat, dry and burning, soon becomes raw, and | taste blood on my tongue, but | scream 
still. 

| pull my arms in against my chest, curling into the fetal position 

"Relax, princess." | hear him say. "It's only a little cut” 

He grabs my wrist, and | yelp in pain 

He turns my hand over, and | see a gaping slice on my wrist. 

My hot, salty tears fall into the cut, causing intensification of the burning. 

| let out a pained groan, a noise perhaps heard from a wounded animal. 

"Why?" | whisper hoarsely. 

"Bad girls get punished" he says, standing and walking towards the door. "Even princesses." 


Dying is Your Latest Fashion 


*this part is a flashback* 

| put on one final swipe of lipstick, and fluff my hair down, over my shoulders. 

| step out of the bathroom, flicking the light off. | walk into the bedroom, and close the door behind me with a 
soft click. 

He looks up from the old, dusty volume he's reading, and stares at me. 

"What are you all fancied up for?" he asks, looking at me. 


"I am??" | ask, playing innocent. | look down at my lingerie like I've got no clue what he's talking about. 


*skip to present day* 
He tosses a bloody corset at me, the steel boning protruding and poking me. 
"What is this?" | ask, my voice raspy. 


‘Oh, princess, you don't remember?" 


The Birthday Massacre 


*Yes, a flashback* 


"Happy birthday, princess" he says, pressing his forehead against mine. 

"Blow out the candles, and make a wish." he tells me, as "Radio Gaga" comes on the radio. 

| close my eyes, wishing for us to be together forever. 

| blow my breath out, and hear the flame fizzle away. 

He chuckles, his low voice tickling my ears. 

A couple minutes later, we're sitting on the couch, sharing a piece of cake. | notice he's holding a fork, but not 
eating. Whatever. More for me. 

| swallow another bite, when my vision goes all blurry. My chest feels tight, and | can't breathe properly. | 
begin to cough, and he just smiles at me. 

"That's good, princess. It means your wishes are coming true." 


Then, everything went black 


Understanding 


| lay with my face against the dank floor, numbness pulsating through my body. 

You're standing in the doorway, watching me. Your arms are crossed over your chest, and you're just staring. 
This time, there's hardly any hatred in your eyes, or blood on your hands. 

Are you giving up? 


Are you going to let me die now? 


